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1 revolved this work in my mind for several months
without ever having recourse to paper. It was never oat
of my consciousness. I fell asleep musing over it: in the
morning my thoughts clustered immediately upon it, like
bees on a bed of unexhausted flowers. In my rides, during
my meals, in my conversations on common topics, I was
indeed, the whole time, musing over this creation.

The profound thinker always suspects that he is super-
ficial. Patience is a necessary ingredient of genius. No-
thing is more fatal than to be seduced into composition by
the first flutter of the imagination. This is the cause of
so many weak and unequal works, of so many worthy Ideas
thrown away, and so many good purposes marred. Yet
there is a bound to meditation; there is a moment when
further judgment is useless. There is a moment when a
heavenly light rises over the dim world you have been so
long creating, and bathes it with life and beauty. Accept
this omen that your work is good, and revel in the sun-
shine of composition.

I have sometimes half believed, although the suspicion is
mortifying, that there is only a step between his state who
deeply indulges in imaginative meditation, and insanity ;
for I well remember that at this period of my life, when I
indulged in meditation to a degree that would now be im-
possible, and I hope unnecessary, my senses sometimes
appeared to be wandering. I cannot describe the peculiar
feeling I then experienced, for I have failed in so doing to
several eminent surgeons and men of science with whom I
have conversed respecting it, and who were curious to
become acquainted with its nature; but I think it was,
that I was not always assured of my identity, or even
existence; for I sometimes found it necessary to shout
aloud to be sure that I lived ; and I was in the habit, very
often at night, of taking down a volume and looking into
it for my name, to be convinced that I had not been